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the aristocrats on the "River," conglomerate on the
farms, conglomerate among the artisans and trades-
people in our village, conglomerate around Jake's stove,
and casual towards new foreigners who still scatter in.
I knew that the United States as a whole must be a
similar conglomerate so far as census figures, immigra-
tion tides, and cold statistics go, but was it so amiable a
conglomerate?

What about these, or those, "damned foreigners"
scattered from Maine to Minnesota? Were they an
" alien," undesirable element? Or when you got close
to them were they just " people," good, bad, and in-
different, like the rest of us? Like my conglomerate
neighbours here in Dutchess?

I had travelled and explored among African canni-
bals, Arabs, whirling dervishes, and devil-worshippers
who turned out uncommonly often to be good, bad, and
indifferent people, not much better or worse than the
rest of us. So I thought it might be an idea to travel
and explore awhile among " these foreigners " in my
own United States.